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The aunt makes a perfunctory answer.

M.C.   The only tennis I like is Tennyson.

Pause.

M.C.   The dear old man sent me a beautiful letter once.

" I tried to look ", said the excellent aunt afterwards, " as
if Tennyson had been in the habit of sending me a letter every
day/'

Friday, July
I started with Sharpe and Alcock to cycle to Halifax,
Saturday, Augtist xst.
Watson, the late registrar of the Royal College of Music, went
to get shaved in a provincial town. " How easy it would be
for me to cut your throat, sir ! " said the barber as he was
stropping the razor. Watson considered a moment and fled.
The next day the barber did cut a customer's throat. He had
become a homicidal maniac.
Lincolnshire, Sunday, August 2nd.
Riding through the heart of England, the general impression is
one of decent prosperity and content. One sees nothing of that
agricultural distress of which one reads so much in towns. It
is an endless succession of picturesque and cleanly rural activities
punctuated by neat towns, where old-fashioned inns seem to
dominate and represent the municipal architecture. The worst
roads are passable, and every village has the air of being well-
tended. But then one rides only in summer and fair weather.
Doncaster, Sunday, August 2nd. Evening.
The landlord of the Reindeer told us at length of his difficulties
with the swell-rough in race-weeks, and it appeared that at these
times a loaded revolver always formed part of his personal outfit.
" This place is simply hell/1 he said. " We have two policemen
continually at the foot of the stairs, and at any moment eight
more can be summoned in 15 seconds/'
Ouistreham* Thursday, September 2nd.
A pile of letters and papers which had been following me about
France arrived to-day. Among them were two from ray mother,
1 On the coast of Calvados, at the head of the deep-water canal from
Caen,
43